ALONG THE ROAD
yellow banners. Immediately below our tower
the street opens out a little into a tiny piazza.
In this clear space the three Pinturicchio figures
came to a halt and the crowd of little boys and
loafers who followed at their heels grouped them-
selves round to watch. The drummer quickened
his beat and the two banner-bearers stepped for-
ward into the middle of the little square. They
stood there for a moment quite still, the right foot
a little in advance of the other, the left fist on the
hip and the lowered banners drooping from the
right. Then, together, they lifted the banners
and began to wave them round their heads. In
the wind of their motion the flags opened out
They were the same size and both of them green
and yellow, but the colours were arranged in a
different pattern on each. And what patterns!
Nothing more 4 modern * was ever seen. They
might have been designed by Picasso for the
Russian Ballet Had they been by Picasso, the
graver critics would have called them futuristic,
the sprightlier (I must apologize for both these
expressions) jazz. But the flags were not
Picasso's $ they were designed some four hun-
dred years ago by the nameless genius who dressed
the Sienese for their yearly pageant. This being
the case, the critics can only take off their hats,
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